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from White Elephants 


[2] 


Your wife has gone to Baroda on holiday. 

In spite of the eagle on my new passport, 
you don't call me American. I speak Hindi 
better than your Bombay paan-wala patois 
which, like Chowpatty Beach, is riotous 

as customs is everywhere. | can't stay 

in India any longer: my visa ran out and I know 
you are trying to decide whether to bathe 

or have me take you West. Or, is it just 

that you want to leave your Hyderabadi wife? 
And you will get a Green Card, a condo 

in New Jersey, set up an export firm, 

keep me in Piscataway; when the coast 

is clear, go to India and come back. 


Money 


Sorcery, degrees, capital, 
sportsmanship, 

yes. 

But can somebody please tell me 
very, 

very succinctly 

what money is? 


A blue current, love in repose, 
a spirit, 
violets... 


Blood Bag 


Ж 


all the fast twilight 
the designer strains 


Ж 


the crossing over 
all the night air 


Ж 


all the catatonic daylight 
& wrinkled shirts 


Ж 


the percocet whispers 
8 blown out crystals 


ж 


the long hair 
the legit freaks 


Ж 


the wrecked hairstyle 
the literal cobra pit 


ж 


all the Olympian glory 
the bull market days 


* 


the angel sleeves 
& pure fucking ambrosia 


ж 


the fang marks 
the ignorant texts 


ж 


all the lucid fumbling 
all the wasted talent 


Ж 


the leather chairs 
& overtakelessness 


Ж 


the real summers 
a ashtrays in the bed 


ж 


the chakra baths 
the ripped lace 


ж 


the Japanese cotton 
& witching hours 


Ж 


the piss ant vision 
the hotel smut 


Ж 


all the агу mornings 
the letting go 


Ж 


the organic fruit 
the higher planes 


ж 


the white denim 
8 meltdowns 


Ж 


all the burner accounts 
the 120 days of sodom 


ж 


the fox tails 
the moleskin confessionals 


ж 


the acid peels 
the feudal thoughts 


ж 


all the metal сапіѕїегѕ 
all the little deaths 


ж 


the mature unicorns 
& client work 


Ж 


the dirty martinis 
& matching sets 


ж 


all the sloshed enchantment 
the eye contact 


Ж 


the moronic worship 
the passing out 


ж 


the sea pearls 
the material of life itself 


ж 


the stupid come downs 
the blank space 


Ж 


the pure draft 
the night air 


Party Boy 


| took torture 
last night | 
giving myself 

a tiger handjob 
into the morning 
was giving into 
every itch raw 
on some 
artificial dope 
Pm here 


Gregory.... 


In New Mexico 

He put his rumpled body 
between me and the police 
when the DA swore he'd arrest 
me for reading my poetry 


Here, when | was motorcycle smashed 
he cooked dinners for me 
that | couldn't eat 


His heart was as tender as 
a cactus without any spines 
a rose with soft thorns 


I Struggle 


| put the book on the floor, switched off the light, and lay in the dark 
listening for her 


The way she was 
A bit like the sea 


Enclosed inside herself 
Dead even before she returned 


Like two black lanterns 
Like something from the forest 


When she was born 
Her gaze was fixed on the page of the book in front of her 


She groaned a little 
Singing and walking back and forth 


Mouth half-open, breathing heavily 
Snow in her hair and on her lapels 


Her blood-spattered hair 
Grayishbrown 


She said nothing 
She just laughed 


She stood looking around 
grabbed the hem of her top and slowly pulled it up 


She had a nice body 

She was small and delicate 

She was slim and long legged 

She had abit of a double chin and chubby cheeks 

Her bare arms and legs were tanned 

Her nose was pointed 

Her face thin 

Her eyes gentle 

Her mouth small 

Her top lip, slightly twisted 

Her front teeth a touch harelike 

Her laughter, a kind of constant giggle that accompanied everything she 
said 

Her breasts looked great, well-rounded and pert 

Her hips were nice, just the right width 


She was fourteen 

She was in her forties 

She was eighteen months 

She was only in her thirties 

She had been senile for almost an entire decade 
She was not very old 

She was beginning to have fits of rage 


Sophisticated, sharp as a razor, a kind of mythological figure 

The most beautiful girl you could ever imagine 

She had that attractiveness that can dazzle and wilt in the space of one 
glance 

She hardly knew what she thought about anything 

She was always comparing herself to others 

She was short and there was something duck like about her 

She was not very adept with words 


She had something else, which was more important 
She was a focal point 


She was going to be good, that was what everyone praised, her potential 
She was known for it 


Here's your photo, she said 
You sack of shit 


She started talking about her father 


Who said constantly that she was not fat, or even plump, yet somehow still 
had a full figure 
that somewhat lazy grace that so many fat women possess 


He said there was something soft and rounded about all her limbs and 
parts 

her gentle face a bit chubby, although as he took care to point out, she was 
not in any way fat 


fathers though, all the fat in fathers and their fathers 
in uncles and father in-laws 
where two rolls of fat still protruded 


all the fat in grandfathers, confident and safe 
the grandfather’s elder brother, a short fat dolt 


holding a fat envelope 


all the life that lay therein, unfathomable and lethal 
fat but also erect, fat as a barrel and fated 


Of course, that says nothing about her, 
Whose gums were visible every time she smiled 


She was a singer after all 


She smelled good 
When she was in high spirits 


Wanting to show us her anger 


With her hands on her hips 
She lit up 


Chucking the bag in 


she lived in quite a different world 
who with minimal effort could draw whatever she wanted 


strong, authoritative, self-willed 
large eyes, a large mouth, a big appetite 


her deep gashes and unwashed dishes 
her wet weather shed and paintbrushes 


always dressed in black buttoned-up dresses 
immersed in her own gloom 


she sketched and boasted, always wore denim 
it was terrible to see her in the garden 


her grief and gloom-stricken presence 


kneeling in front of a little hole she had just dug 
that impatience in her body she had always exhibited 


when she was born 
Her body was covered in blood 


her heart was pounding 
her shoulders were quivering 


she had prepared herself 
her crushed head, and the rest of her body 


for books existed, you only had to read them 
she had read piles of books 


she stuck out her tongue 
completely beside herself 


head twisted to one side 
and screamed 


She drove straight up to the house 
She put her suitcase down on the floor, 
she put the water on to boil 


She was so close to me—she was fantastic—unlike the objects she was 
surrounded by— 


There was so little that separated us—she was standing with her back to 
me—not in the slightest bit interested— 


Id Est 


The love of my life made me smile, 
Then I ran downthe street 


For a bouquet assortment, picking flowers 
From bodegas at dawn, talking to the NYPD. 


One cop asked me ifl called them. 
I said no, | didn't, why would I? 


It's too early, my dearest, where are you? 
Can't you remember last night today? 


Hug yourself via the arms, I said 
And locked and loaded the bouquet, 


Which cried, as one sweats, bullets. 
Jesus' blood never failed us yet 


And | can't keep saying that 
The cost of a pack of cigarettes is obscene 


And gelato spoons scoop profanely 
From the hate of my death. 


joldłzbotAliŁEbXE3 SA 


Suppadaka e tombo tomarou to suruka 


Dragonflies 
on my naked body 
right? 


FIRE! FIRE! 


So many things we only began to do, 


not knowing how to move with our hands. 
Fire must have begun that way. Thatfirst 


animal thinking how it would be to have 


a solid thing in between its palms, 8 
then another, & then rubbing them together. 


Pleasure must have begun that way. 


That fragile neck between fingers, the jugular 
in intimate proximity. Things are hot when 


charged against another thing. Sometimes, 


not against, but towards. How it is possible 
to be hot for someone. Like a fire igniting inside 


my own chest at the sight of your moonface. 


My ribcage’s nimble fingers holding its heart 
between itself, yelling fire! fire! not knowing 


how quickly it can catch, ash everything. 


Become a war-cry. Command a platoon. 
What is heart if not a muscle. What does 


a muscle learn if not command. 


Palestine 


Old plant of Asia— 

Mutilated vine 

Holding earth's leaping sap 

In every stem and shoot 

That lopped off, sprouts again— 

Why should you seek a plateau walled about, 
Whose garden is the world? 
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